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ture, physiognomy, voice, but above all my own instinct,
made me feel I could not be mistaken as to the sex of the
singer, besides, on this occasion, either from taste or caprice,
Bellino chose to dress as a woman, and a more charging
and beautiful woman I have never seen.
Reader, you have guessed what is coming, but you shall
hear from Bellino's own lips the story, which he, or rather
she, told me, when, after many days of torturing doubt and
anxiety, she not only confided her sex to me, but made an-
other, and far sweeter avowal, in return for my passionate
protestations of love.
cMy name,5 she said, cis Teresa. My father was a poor
employe at the Institute, in Bologna. He had as a lodger in
his house the celebrated musician Salimberi, who was young
and handsome^ but maimed. He became attached to me. I
was only twelve years old and was flattered by his attention.
He proposed to teach me music, and as I had a fine Wee he
to'ok trouble with me; in a year I could accompany him on
the harpsichord. Affection ripened into love, we adored each
other. No doubt a man, such as you are, Casanova, feels
himself infinitely superior to such a poor creature as Salim-
beri, but he was exceptionally gifted. His beauty, his wit, his
talents, and the eminent qualities of his heart rendered him
in my eyes preferable to any one else. He was modest and
discreet, besides being rich and generous. I doubt if many
women could have resisted him. Yet I never heard him
boast of his triumphs. Before he knew me he had adopted
a boy about my age, and had placed him with a family at
Rimini, where he was being educated for the musical pro-
fession. The boy's name was Bellino.
cThe father of this boy fell ill, and when he saw that
death was approaching, and as he had made no provision for
his other numerous children, he determined to cultivate this
boy's voice so that he could support his brothers and sisters.
The boy was called Bellino, the woman I live with now was
his mother. About a year ago Salimberi told me, weeping,
that he must leave me and go to Rome. The prospect of

